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CHAPTER XVIII—Continued.

“*Walt a minute,” he sald quietly.
*That i{sn't all. 1 thank you, Brand,
for vour solicitious care for me.” He
emphasized the word noticably. "But
1 have been doing some thinking of my
own in the laet half hour and my plans
don't geem to go on at all where yours
leave off. It might Interest you to
know, before you go, that | am golng
to stay right here and tell the truth
from firet to last—from the tima you
came to Staten lsland, until Mrs. Rey-
nolds received a letter from you the
other day showing that you had vol-
untarily squared a criminal transac-
tion for me at the bank.”

As he finighed Bob's fist eame down
on the lttle center table and almost
shattered it. There was the vigor and
determination that Brand had had to
respect once before when he had
loosed his wiles on a more gullible re-
eiplent. But now, in thig crisis, he had
wot even considered the chance of op-
position to his will. First astonished,
then thoughtful, his florld features
now revealed their old cunning,

“You play the game blg, Reynolds,”
he sald at last. “Iither this i a
holdup right, or you have gone clear
crazy.”

“All right. Rave all you want to,
Brand. It can't do any harm now. |
told you last week thera wers two
ways to get out of It all: One was
money and the other was to make a
clean breast of it. Ofe can’t have all
he wants all the time. You had your
chance ten days ago and you threw it
away. 1 gave you my terms and you
took advantage of my helplessness
and Ignored them. You stayed away
and pald that paltry $£10,000 at the
bank. You thought you would fright-
en my wife; that your magnanimity
in releasing us from immedlate peril
would lmpress her and that In the end
she would welcome the release you of-
fered. Well, you succeeded with her
but not with me. For her sake I was
almost inclined to let matters drop,
but this terrible affair has changed it
all. We have taken human life, and a
lot of it, and gome one has got to pay,
8o If anyone {8 going to take the Lusl-
tania, you're the man who had better
hurry and pack his grip.”

Brand stepped qulckly to Reynolds,
a tower of Indignant rage. Trapped
or cornered he was always Brand; al-
ways ready to put his back to the wall
and fight——In the open If he couldn't
fight from ambush. Hearded and al-
most beaten now, he qulvered In his
wrath and shook a threatening fist
straight In Reynolds' face.

“You're a big, blasted baby and an
fmbecile!” he crled. “You play the
quitter now and I'll make you regret it
to the last day of your life, I'll fight
and I'll win as | always have. You
can't keep a man with money In jail,
Those three words can't be grouped
in the same language! Hut what's the
use of talking,” he added disgustedly.
“You can't lay down now if you want
to. You haven't got the nerve to send
that girl there to the penitentlary for
six or elght or ten years, to come out
a broken woman—not enough of her
left to suggest who she was. Do you
know what prison does to men, Rey-
nolda? Breaks 'em—body, mind and
soul! Waell, what will it do to a wom-
an, then? To your wife? For If we go
she goes with us. I've told you that
and | mean it, 8o I guess my bluff'e
about as strong as yours."

He turned partly to Dick and, as If
to cinch his threat, added:

“And I'm not sure but that our vir
tuous friend here wlll be keeping us
company. That's law and you know
it."

“Bob," cried his wife, creeping to his
side and cuddling against him as if she
eaw in Brand some hybrid monster
whom she really feared, “I'll go. Any-
thing you say, dear! I'm not afraid—
not afrald.” Weeping softly, in obvl-
ous contradictlon to her courageous
stand, she nestled closer to his side.

We stand upon the brink of a high
precipice and looking down are ob-
sessed with a strange desire to jump.
The thought of life has vanished in a
wale of endless depths—the hold on 1t
{8 Infinitesimal. A bird flying over-
head, startled by the strange intruder
in his realms, drops a twig he I8 carry-
ing to his nest. The tiny bit of wood

| committed.

flutters to the mountain top and at

e precise moment that we have all

the twig falls at our feet
of it is scarcely sudible, but slight as
it Is8 we hear I, turn, and the spell of

seif-absorption and abandon Is broken. |
| don't you?" she cried appealingly, and

We lose no time o climbing back to
terra firma

So HReynolds, possessed with the
idea of selfsacrifice—self-destruction,
If necessary—anything to bring to jus
tice the man he blamed for all his
wrongs and for the awful cllmax that
had just come, grew etronger in his
purpose, more fascinated in the pur
port of it, with every word that Brand
ussd to dissuade him. Even Brand's
relterated threat concerning Jane had
lost Its power, but the sound of her
volee came to him like the sound of
the falling twig. It reatored not the
Instinet of self-preservation for self
alone, but the sense of duty to her.
He, the one who had sworn to protect
her, was the only one who could pro-
tect “her now, If he failed her and
mollified the sting of consclence by
confesslon he would only shift the bur-
den of his sin from his own shoulders
to others not meant to bear it. Invol
untarily his arm closed about her and
he drew her to him. In the mingled
look ot love, pity and protection he
gave her Brand read the sign of sur-
render and tried to clmch his cause,

“You've got to think of your wife,
Reynolds,"” Hrand urged, “even If you
don't of yourself. The thing's done—
you can’'t undo it. Begldes, we believed
the dam was strong enough. Only the
most extraordinary conditions brought
about Its collapse. That lete us out.
If we act senslbly we'll come good and
clear.”

But hope of immunity such as could
be bought with Brand's power was not
Reynolds’ goal and the milllonalre’s
expatiations on the possibility of It
served only to Irritate him the mora.

“Money and lawyers and pull won't
square murder, Brand,'" he sald con-
temptuously, “and that's just what we
We have killed men, wom-
en and children for a few dirty dollars
to which we had no right and some
one has got to pay.”

“My God!"” the millionaire exclaimed
Impatiently, "“You'd preach your life
and liberty away—and that of your
wife, too—for the sake of hearlng your-
self talk. Men—women—and—chlildren
—a handful of Dagoes and Polacks
that the world's better off without. A
few brats who couldn't flll a useful po.
gition If they did live to be men and
women. How do you know It wasn't
an act of God? He brought the water
there, | didn't. But that's enough. |
want to know what you're going to
do? If you're going to talk I want to
get ready for you. Now come on. Do
you go or do you lay down?"

Reynolds surveyed him coolly,

“I'll let you know, Brand, just what
I'm golng to do. Hefore you leave
here tonight you'll have no doubt about
your course, but now 1 want a word
with my wife—alone. If you don‘t
mind, you and Dick step up to my den
and I'll let you know when I'm ready.
It'lIl be only a minute or two,"

When they had gone he led her to
the divan,

“Just a second, dear,” he sald ten-

derly. "I'll be right back and then
we'll talk It over for the final solu-
tion."

As he passged Into the adjoining
room the telephone rang and Jane
went to it apprehensive of the worst.
It was a news assoclation inquiring
for Reynolds.

‘“*He's—not In,” she faltered. ‘“No,
I don't know just when he will be. Go-
ing away? No, I think not. You will
have to see him yourself, In the
morning? Yes, that will be a good
time. Not tonight. That's all I can
say. Good-by."”

She hung up the recelver with a
little gasp of rellef. It had not been
ag bad as she had expected. But it
was only a matter of time. She knew
that. Already the newspapers had
connected him with thes catastrophe
and there would be no eud to the in-
terviewing and dreadful questioning.

Hob returned and sat beslde her. He
had heard a part of her talk over the
phone and surmised the meaning of it,
but he made no mention of It.

“Jane, dear,” he sald softly as he
took her hand, “you have never been
sorry you married me, have you?”

“Why, Bob,” she replied startled,
“what are you saying? You know I
haven't and never could be*

“But, darling, 1 have made an awfal
mess of it—of our life, I mean, for no
man could have asked for a better
wife. 1 have always loved you more
than anything in lfe. Perhaps—per-
haps,” he continued haltingly, “I have
loved you too much—that is, too much
for your own good. That Is not Impos-
sible, you know Jane. Love s always
first, but there are timee when we
muset temper it with reason and re
solve. You must understand me,
sweetheart, for after this I want you
to know and feel that everything I've
done and everything I do ia for you.”

Bome strange note of fatality in his
low tones alarmed her. Her etartled
eyes searched his and she pressed
closer to his elde,

“Why, even when you had taken a
stand with Brand and I felt so—so0

much on the outside,” he went on, "1 |

loved you as | never thought it was
poesible for a8 man to love a woman.”

“l never felt that way, dear,” she
Interrupted, “l mean, that | was stand-
Ing with Hrand. Bob, you know that,

the tears of sell-condemnation started
from her eyes while she begged—al-
most demanded the extenpuation that
she knew was not rightfuliy hers.

“Yes, 1 know It," he answered gently
"“And you see, sweetheart, | was right
when | sald | was to blame. Just me.
No one else. I have been at fault slnce
the first day back there in the bunga-
low when you and Mrs. Collins went
to the matinee and you came home
with the new hat. [ told you it dido't
matter about the butcher—that every-
thing would come out all right. Since
that day we have been piling up these
things—these crimes, dearest—yes,
crimes. | knew It all the time. And
I knew It as well as | knew that 1
loved you, that sometime the day
would come when we—when I—would
have to settle. But I kept you in igno-
rance. | was afrald to spoil your hap-
piness, afrald to tax your love, and 1
let thinge go on until now, out there
in that valley,
dear to each other as you and I—just
a8 important in the world as you and
I, are gone—wiped out. I promised to
protect you and all 1 have done is to
lead you blindly from every decent
thought—"

“No, no, Bob,” she interrupted vehe
mently. “It was I who did the leading,
not you. You slmply followed me.”

“HBut when a man does that, Jane, It
{8 he who must pay the penalty, If
there 18 one to pay. He should Le
stronger—the thing that she should
lean upon. It has always been that
way. Her s8in is his sln, If he makes
no protest when he knows, or makes
no determined effort to right things,
and I have not done that., Jane, dear-
est, I've decided one thing. The time
has not come, nor will It ever comae,
when It will be right for you to ruin
the rest of your lfe up—" He stumbled
for a word, for he could not bear to
use the real one—prison. “You must
be spared the misery and degradation
of that horrible thing and ['ve found a
way out of it for both of us. 1 am go-
ing to take it and In time you will be-
lieve it was the only way. But al
ways,” he murmured, pressing her to
him, “no matter where we are we'll
always love each other—always.

“No matter where we are?" ghe
echoed, s:mwerlng his look that
seemed t§ penetrate her very soul
“No matter where weé, are? What do
you mean, Hob? Are you golng away
and leave me?"

“Yes, darling. For a while at least,
we must separate, [ cannot bear to
have you a fugitive, chasing about all
corners of the earth with the fear of
gullt in your heart and the dread of
capture ever at your door. You must
have liberty—a way to live your life
out in all the sweetneps that must
come Into It after all this suffering.
And you will know that | am always
with you, loving you and guarding you
the best way God will let me."

The Infinite tenderness of his volce
now unnerved her completely so that,
though she saw or felt gome dire omen
in his words, she was helplese Lo pro-
test them, She sank into his arms and
they were clasped together In one
long paesionate embrace.

The lights of the room danced be-
fore her eyes as thelr lips parted. She
could scarcely see him as he gently
drew away from her and etepped light.
ly toward the telephone. He called a
number that was strange and mean-
Ingless to her.

“Helly," he sald, “police headquar
ters? Connect me with the Ninety-
seventh, please.” A pause— *“Hello!
Ninety-seventh? Send a man to four—
two—six Marion road— Yes, imme
diately. It's a sulcide.”

For an instant she was stunned, but
as ehe sprang toward him her ery of
horror mingled with the report of a
plstol. She caught hie arm as he fell
and they sank to the floor together.
But she was too late. Reynolda had
pald the price and pald alone.

Dick cleared the half dozen steps
from the first landing at a bound and
Brand came stumbling after him, The
reporter knelt quickly beside them.

“Is he goae?" the millionalre panted
breathlessly.

The reporter's eves swept over the
lifeleas body of hia friend and his hand
went lightly to his heart,

"“Yes, he's dead,” he answered soft-
Ir. "I thlonk he's been planning It a
long time and he knew just how."

“It was the best thing he could do.”
Brand sald coolly. “The best for him-
gelf, for her—and—for me, Sulclde's
a confesslon, and that lets us out. I'm
golng to get nut of here, Meade. Take
care of the police and the papers.”

Brand stepped quickly to the door
and passed ou? Into the night.

A low moan, the cry of a broken
soul, announced returning consclous-
neses to the stricken wife.

“Jane," whispered Dick as he bent
over her and lifted her gently to her
feet, “shall I telephone?"”

“No,” she answered hoarsely, "He
did.”

“To whom 1"

“The pollce™

b
-

whole familles—just as |

*Then they'll be here at once.”~ BHe
| helped her back to the divan. “Listen,
Jane” he announced with an alr of
command. “I'll do the talking, 1 was
a witness; ill health, you know, & col
| lapse from overwork. They may know
| ma.*"
| BShe made po reply and » ring at the
| doorbell told him that the moment had
| come for the supreme effort on behalf
of the friend he had so loved.
“Remember, Jane,” he cautioned
agaln, "not a word "™

it to the police,
- L - L] - L L]
Remorse 18
suspense.
with stouter hearts than we awalt the
verdict that may sound our door.
We look more resignedly upon the
dying one,
us she was by her husband's tragic

the very exquisiteness of her grief.
The sacrifice he had made for her was
complete. To the world at large—to

nolds' suiclde was but one of those
' every day sordid affairs of modern life

the symbol of fallure and a weak-
ling's surrender. But to those who
knew the truth the act was Invested
with the dignity of a martyr's

of an expose that might have come at
any time; he had paid in full the
price of her folly.

Reynolds gone, Brand stifisd all 1p-
vestigations of the dam’'s collapse with
a certainty he could never have ewa-
ployed with Reynolds llving, The ea-
gineers and chemists who now ex
anined the shattered cement pro-
noanced it of the proper guality and
the man who passed it at the time of
tha construction was dead. Like all
investigations of the kind there was
much outery and clamor at the start,
but with delaye and court continuances
and lack of specific charges the mat-
ter waned and was soon forgotten.
Brand took good care that the press
learned of the dead man's financial dis-
golution and to the public mind this
accounted for his self-destruction.

So, Jane saw Hrand Immune and un-
ruffled while she had only the memory
of a better man’s love to*help her
drown the volee of conscience. In the
bitterness of her eorrow and self-ab-
horrence there came timea when she
was moved to risk any fate for herself
that she might bring down some ex-
plation for the tragedy of the dam and
Bob's death upon the head of Brand.
But in such moments the face of her
husband shone before her and she
heard again his loving words of abne-
gation: "1 have found a way and in
time you will believe it was the only
way.” To open now the pages he had
eealed forever would be but poor
recompense for his sacrifice. No, she
must go on and bear in sllence.

(THE END.)

JUST THE SAME KIND OF GIRL
Modern Maid, ;n_;-l_l_Elnntlall. le &
Worthy Copy of Her Mother
and Grandmother.

Every now and agaln somebody
asks, in print, thig guestion: *“What
has become of the old-fashioned girl
that helped her mother wash the
dishes?” Probably the sgame ques-
tlon has been asked since the timne
of Noah and will be asked untll the
and. :

Mary Lyon, when she provided for
the establishment of Mount Holyoke
college for girls, stipulated that all
the household work in it should be
done by the students. That rule was
enforced rigldly up to a recent dath,

ing that the practice might have be-
come outworn, made the domestic
taeks of the Institution optional for
the undergraduates.

But when tha girlse of Mount Holy-
oke were requested to announce thelr
wighes on the subject, T48 of the 800
elected to continue in the tasks of
sweeping corridors, washing dishes,
setting tables and making up beds,

There Is no need to worry about
the American girl, even {f she does
wear gowns the sight of which seems
to preclude all idea of work on her
part. She isn't saying much about
it, but she is In all essentials the
same kind of girl our mot!lerl and
grandmothers were.

Heart Needs Care.

Acute heart straln is practically im-
possible in the young, healthy and
well-nourished adult, but quite Iikely
in all others. Once it occurs the heart
is incapable of extra work and falls
when called upon to do it, The doctor
argues, therefore, that one eannot be
too careful to economise Iin the work
lald upon this organ.

According to one physician, he who
retires to bed at ten Instead of twelve
saves the heart 876,000 foot pounds a
year. Lying down a half-hour lessens
its labors in the same perlod by 219,
000 foot pounds. If our Sundays were
spent in hed the yearly rellef to our
<hearts would amount to nearly one
milllon foot pounds.

He does pot venture to even eatl
mate the rellef that would come were
we to abstaln from viclent emotlons

especially anges,

He etepped to the door and opened :

more endurable than |
We approach the scaffold |

Crushed and bowed down .

death Jane found a sort of solace In |

all save her and Brand and Dick, Rey- |

it had |
seved her from the ehame and horror

when the directors and faculty, feel- |
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¥ bond of Its hard to rest and
next day Its the pames nld story
Pain In the back ls vature’s waraing
of kidney llim Negiect may pave the
way to dropey, gravel, or other serfous
kidney sickness
pDon't delay—begin ueing Doan’s Kid
ney Plilm—the medicine that haa been
curlng backache and Kldney trouble for
over Nfity vears
A KHentucky Case
Mra Henry Clem-
ehnte Eariingten.
KRy . saysn. |l was In
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My back was s sire
that | was helpless
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almost cun-
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Not Quite.

“There 1s one profession which
would suit no one down to the
ground.”

“"What is that?”

Aviation.”

Oceasionally a man laughs at a joke
on himself, but he never really means
it.

For Young and Old

The acute agonizing pain of
rheumantism i4 Etmlhlﬂf at once
by Sloan’s Liniment. Do not
rub—it penetrstes to the sore
gpot, bringing a comfort not
dreamed n% until tried. Get a
bottle today.

RHEUMATISM

Here What Others Say:

“T tighly recommend your Liniment
aa tie best regacdy for rheumatism I ever
used,  Bofore using it I apent Jarge sums
aof money trving (o get relief of the minery
nnd poiunin limbs nnd body, sa T tri
your Liniment both internal and external
wnd 1 tound quick relief, and now am
well and strong agnin.''—Geo. Curtia, 285
N 1616 8¢, Springfietd, I,

Here's Proof

T wish ta write and tell you about a
fall T hod down fourteen stops, aod brased
my rieck nnd bap very bl 1 vould not
slovp nt ol T sont my wile for n 25 oont
hottle of your Linimont sod in two days’
time I wna on my feet sgain.'—Charles
Hyde, 132615 Proirie Ave,, 8t Louis, Mo,

SLOAN'S
LINIMENT

for neuralgia, sciaticn, spraius and
bruises.

All Druggists, 25¢,
Send four cents in stamps for a

TRIAL BOTTLE

Dr. Earl S. Sloan, Inc.
jl Dept. B. Philadeiphia, Pa.

The Army of

Constipation

Is Growing Smaller Every Day.
CARTER’S LITTLE y

LIVER PILLS are
responsible — they
notonly give relief
— they perma-
nentlycure Con-
stipation. Mil-
lions use
them for (
Biliourness,

Indigestion, Sick Headache, Sallow Skin.
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.

Genuine must bear Signature
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BSORBINE,

TRADE MARK REGA%S.PAT. CF

will reduce inflamed, swollen
Joints, Sprains, Bruises, Soft
Bunches; Heals Boils, Poll
Evil, Quittor, Fistula, or
any unhealthy sore
quickly ar it s 2 poritive antiseptie
and germicide. Plessant 10 use | dOSS
not blister under bandage of e
move the Hair, and you can work
the borse. %200 per bottle, deliv-
eted. Book 7K free ’

ABSORBINE, JR., antiseptic [iniment for mankind
teduces Pajnful, Swolles Veine, Gottre, Wens, Staing,
Jrubsen, stope pain and {nfammation, Price $1.00 per bottle
wdealers or delivered,  Will tell you more i you wiite.

o Factured only b
NTE'I":J'I.;;HB. SBE 310 Tempin $1, Springfiald, Mags.

Watson E, Coleman,

Patent Lawyer, Washt
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